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Jenna can't believe the state Felix's hair is in. As his little 
sister, she's obligated to do something about it. 


Caring 


It was growing dark and Felix's group still had yet to reach 
the next town. In that case, they had no choice but to set up 
camp. After a filling dinner of potato soup, they were sitting 
around the still blazing fire. Kraden had already retired to a 
tent, tiring more easily than the others at his age. 


The sound of Sheba's humming resonated through the air. 
Her body lightly swayed from side to side as she gazed up 
toward the night sky and its blanket of glittering stars. Next 
to her, Piers was resting his eyes with a contented smile. On 
the other side of the fire sat Felix and Jenna. 


Felix had drifted off into his thoughts, only to be startled out 
of them by a gentle tug on his ponytail. "Huh?" He turned 
his head to see Jenna threading her fingers through it with a 
deep frown on her face. "Er, what do you think you are 
doing?" 


"Your hair is a mess!" Jenna exclaimed in obvious disgust, 
struggling to pull apart a tangled spot of dark hair. "When 
was the last time you even brushed it? You do wash your 
hair, right?" 


"Of course | wash it. Anyway, we've been so busy, | haven't 
really had time to brush it." 


"How can you not have time to brush your hair?" Jenna 
looked incredulous. "Anyway, | can still find time to brush 
my hair every morning, so you can too." 


“But you're a girl. Anyway, | tie it back so it's fine." 


"This is not fine!" Jenna let go of his hair and stood up. "I'll 
be back in a moment." She turned around and marched over 


to one of the tents. Felix watched her go, wondering just 
what she could be up to now, then turned his gaze toward 
the other two. Sheba was watching him with a wide smirk 
and even Piers seemed faintly amused. Felix exhaled 
heavily, lowering his head. 


Jenna returned a moment later. "Okay, I'm going to fix your 
horrible hair." 


"Huh?" Felix jerked his head up. Jenna loomed over him, 
holding up a thick wooden comb. As he eyed it, he felt a 
creeping sense of trepidation. "Don't tell me you're going to 
brush my hair." 


"Of course | am." Jenna smiled from ear to ear. 


"Is it really necessary? | mean, | could just do it myself, 
maybe tomorrow morning." 


"No arguing." A warning tone crept into her voice. Felix 
knew better than to disregard that tone. 


"Fine, fine." Felix sighed, his shoulders slumping. "Go 
ahead." 


Jenna knelt down behind him and detached the metal bands 
that kept his hair in a ponytail. She made an exasperated 
noise as she started attempting to pull apart the tangled 
clumps of hair. "How could you let it get into such a state?" 


"| really don't see what the big deal is. Aren't you 
overreacting to this?" 


"You need to take more pride in your appearance," Jenna 
said in a lightly scolding tone. "What are people going to 
think if you start looking like some kind of tramp? They will 
be running you out of town!" 


"That's a hell of an exaggeration, don't you think?" Felix 
winced. Jenna had started on his hair with the comb and 
given it a particularly fierce tug. "Ouch. Be careful." 


"Maybe it wouldn't hurt so much if you didn't let it get so 
knotted in the first place." Jenna eased the comb's teeth 
through the maze of tangles. "You know, Alex is a guy and 
he still used to find plenty of time to brush his hair." 


"Ugh." Felix shuddered. "Please don't compare me to that 
self absorbed jerk." 


"I'm sure Piers brushes his hair regularly too. Right, Piers?" 
"Well, yes, | do." 


"See?" Jenna gave Felix's hair another sharp tug, removing 
yet another knot. She raised the comb and ran it through his 
hair again, grunting as she fought with yet more twisted and 
tangled spots. "I can't possibly let you start looking like a 
caveman. As your little sister, | have to look out for you." 


Felix decided to refrain from saying anything. Jenna 
continued to brush his hair, making frustrated noises and 
tuts every so often. 


"Come to think of it, | used to brush your hair sometimes 
when we were little," Jenna said. "Do you remember?" 


"Yeah." Felix had started growing his hair out when he was 
quite young. His mother wasn't keen on it at first but she 
had eventually given in when faced with his stubbornness. 
"You had dolls of your own to play with, but for some reason, 
you still insisted on brushing my hair." 


"| wanted to try out different hairstyles on you, but you 
wouldn't even let me do that." Jenna stuck her lower lip out. 


"You were such a mean big brother." 


"Oh, come on, like | was going to let you make me look like a 
girl." 


Jenna chuckled. "I'm sure you would have looked cute too." 
She heard him make a disgruntled noise. "Anyway, you 
really do have lovely hair. You should take better care of it, 
otherwise it only gets even harder to brush." With a sharp 
yank, she broke through another cluster of woven hair. 


"Alright, | get it already." 


"There we go!" Jenna gave his hair another quick brush with 
the comb and fastened the metal bands on it, restoring his 
ponytail. "Be sure to brush it more often from now on so | 
don't have to come after you with the comb again, alright?" 


"Okay," Felix said in a tired voice. After this, he was 
definitely going to start taking better care of it. Anyway, she 
had a point about tangled hair being harder to brush, that 
had been a rather painful experience. 


Jenna returned to her spot and sat down, smiling at him. "I'm 
just doing it because | care about you, you know." 


"Yeah, | know." Felix looked at her, his lips twitching into a 
wry smile. "Thank you, Jenna." 


